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the echo of a song
makes all the stars a gong.
Cold, void, and yet the grim
darkness is hot with him,
and space is but the span
of the long love of man.

HUMBERT WOLFE

THE CAGE

MAN, afraid to be alive,

Shut his soul in senses five.

From fields of uncreated light

Into the crystal tower of sight,                      10

And from the roaring winds of space

Into the small flesh-carven place

Of the ear whose cave impounds

Only small and broken sounds ;

And to this narrow sense of touch

From strength that held the stars in clutch ;

And from the warm ambrosial spice

Of flowers and fruits of Paradise

To the frail and fitful power

Of tongue's and nostrils' sweet and sour.       20

And toiling for a sordid wage

There in his self-created cage.

Ah, how safely barred is he

From menace of eternity.

MARTIN ARMSTRONG

THE HURRIER

O FURROWED plaintive

No time for peace ?

Indeed, keep your appointment.

Our great clock
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